TENDEBAMQUE MANUS
1SAW you stand beside me in that hour The infinite vision of the passing pain, Now weary eyes were closed, Sped arrowed fancy forth with all the power Of the bent bow whereon the breaking strain Had been at last imposed.
Yet in your glance vainly I looked for shame
To have mocked with measured love measureless need
Or something deeper sprung From the soul's vast imaginative flame Through doubt's old darkness where the great pale weed
Of obscurant wisdom clung.
Endurance, ardour, faith, pursuit, nor prayer Availed; Love with hope's flying fire
Lured to the marsh of doom, Embittered with the waters of despair. My spirit, baffled of the great desire,
Fled to the lonely gloorn.